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figure, but I knew he was fibbing to cheer me up. The fact is he
thinks I look awful. I have proof of his honest opinion.
Five nights a week Clark doesn't arrive home until 11 p.m., and
by then I'm likely to be sound asleep. But even if I am awake he
doesn't come in the bedroom. He heads for the hobby room he built
for himself in a corner of the garage, and there he stays until mid-
night or later. Clark's hobbies would fill a book; he collects stamps
and stones and coins, does leather work and bird-watching, is inter-
ested in magic and is learning to play the harmonica. Fm jealous of
Clark's hobbies, I know. I have good reason.
Clark hasn't made love to me in more than a month. Not that I
really blame him. How can a man feel warm toward a woman as
big as the side of a mountain?
By the time we located a place in the parking area last night I
was in tears, accusing Clark of preferring Marilyn Monroe to me,
practically hating him for something that wasn't his fault. He went
in the supermarket with the list, and I flounced off in the opposite
direction. There was a penny scale on the sidewalk outside the
drugstore. I'm ashamed to admit it, but I habitually lie to other
people, my Idnfolk included, about the amount of my weight and
the size dress I wear. It's almost unheard of for me to weigh myself
in public—I lock the door before using our bathroom scales—but
nobody was in sight I whipped out of my coat—I subtract 3 pounds
for my shoes and other clothing—and stepped on the scales. Just
as I discovered I hadn't lost an ounce and stifl weighed 195,1 dis-
covered Clark was standing right behind me staring at the arrow on
the scales.
By then the evening was ruined for me. I was too heartsick to go
to any movie. We picked up the boys early. Knowing something was
wrong and suspecting poor Clark, my mother tongue-lashed him
and did her best to comfort me. She had mended Dean's pants and
tightened the buttons on the little boys' shirts and persuaded Aunt
Ida to bake one of her cheese cakes. Both my aunt and my mother
are inclined to be plump—I inherit my stoutness from that side of
the family—and I can't recall a time the two of them weren't diet-

